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“The February Florida Magazine contains the 

opening chapters of an unusually interesting 
serial entitled The Iron Republic. Its style recalls 
Robert Louis Stevenson, the story of Robinson 
Crusoe, Swiss Family Robinson, and others that 
deal with the unusual in a wholesome way. 

“Its story is with scenes and ideal conditions 
located in the lands of the Southern Sea. An 
American is driven from his native land through 
political discomfiture, buys a ship, and journeys 
in search of a happier heart. 

“The serial will form delightful reading.” 

—The Tampa Tribune 


“Mr. Richard Jameson Morgan has become known 
to our readers as a polished and versatile writer.” 
—Florida Magazine 


“The Iron Republic itself is what must be seen to 
be a communist utopia with multi-tiered bullet 
trains, personal flying machines, silent motor 
carriages, and enough paper napkins for all.” 

—Kook Science 
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HEATHENRY 


Thoughts on the Text 


We’re in agreement with The Tampa Tribune: this is an “unusu- 
ally interesting” story'!—for several reasons. 

First, its general setup is, in some ways, similar to Edgar Rice 
Burroughs’ The Land That Time Forgot, which would arrive 
16 years after this story, but whereas Burroughs ventures into 
Antarctic waters and discovers an uncharted island filled 
with dinosaurs, Richard Jameson Morgan ventures into—and 
through—Antarctic waters to discover an uncharted and bus- 
tling, highly-advanced utopian society. 

The label “utopian,” of course, being subjective as one man’s 
utopia is another man’s dystopia. A point Morgan cleverly 
examines via a religious zealot named Moses whom our main 
character J. E. Barrington encounters on a train near the end 
of the story. 

Second, that brief interaction between Moses and Bar- 
rington addresses far more than the dichotomy of opposing 
utopian ideals as Moses wholly embodies the tangible dictum 
“seeing is believing.’ Religious fanatic though he is, he limits 
the Bible to “Divine Allegory” since his circumnavigation of the 
Iron Republic failed to produce an Africa, Asia, Italy, or Greece. 


[1] Tampa Involved in a Thrilling Tale. (1902, February 2). The Tampa Morning Tribune 
8(29). A9. 
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And since he could not look upon those countries himself, then 
the Bible’s stories are, as per his logic, just that: stories—set in 
fictional lands. Anyone claiming otherwise is peddling “scho- 
lastic lies to deceive the credulous and make foundation for 
evil practices.’?! And that’s food for thought because it presents 
you with the challenge: why do you believe what you believe? 
And how do you respond when someone counters your beliefs 
with theirs, especially when they have seen and experienced 
that which you have not? Inversely, how do you respond when 
someone denies that which you know to be truth? Do you 
respond the same way that Barrington responds to Moses? 

Third, and lastly, the fact that this entire story came from the 
mind of an inventor-newspaperman-minister who only ever 
wrote one novella—this one—published as a serial in Florida 
Magazine from February through November 1902. 

While most of the story is a lengthy discourse regarding 
the politics, economy, and government of The Iron Republic, 
enough sci-fi and forward-thinking is peppered throughout 
to make you double and triple check its original year of publi- 
cation: 1902. 

But one example being the paper napkins that Kook Sci- 
ence notes in their critique of the book: “The Iron Republic 
itself is what must be seen to be a communist utopia with . . . 
enough paper napkins for all.” They’re being jocular, of course, 
but the paper napkin disposal process that Morgan describes 
absolutely made us do a double take: “They were chemically 
cleansed and went into pulp again at the factory and so were 
used over and over.” Paper recycling. In 1902. Morgan was 
most certainly looking ahead. ... 

Now, as for the text, we took issue with Morgan’s original 
six-chapter structure. Why? Because as we first assembled this 
edition, the original Chapter 3 was 36 pages, and Chapter 5 
was a Staggering 60 pages. Given that this is a novella, 60 pages 


[2] p.136 
[3] p.56 
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in a single chapter seems a bit tedious and unwieldy, espe- 
cially considering the information conveyed in that chapter, 
and because nearly all of the other chapters were less than 10 

pages each, so we have fractionated Chapters 3 and 5 utilizing 

natural narrative break points in order to make the text more 

manageable, resulting in a new chapter total of 13. 

For transparency’s sake, here is our breakdown: 

Chapters 1 and 2 are the same as the original serial. 

Chapter 3 has become Chapters 3 through 6. 

Chapter 4 is the same, but is now Chapter 7. 

Chapter 5 has become Chapters 8 through 12. 

And what was originally titled “Conclusion,” the sixth and 
final chapter, is now Chapter 13. 

We've also corrected numerous instances throughout the 
story in which Morgan allowed two characters to speak dia- 
logue within the same sentence or paragraph, which we always 
find maddening when you inevitably find yourself asking, 

“Wait: who’s saying what?” 

Further, we have collected and included three additional 
Morgan pieces that were published alongside the original serial 
in Florida Magazine. The first being a brief biographical sketch 
of Morgan titled “A Many-Sided Man” that provides the most 
information our research has been able to uncover about the 
can-do Floridian jack of all trades. The second and third being 
his poems “Ah the Days.” and “Them Sweet Old Days.” 

(Forward-thinking in his fiction, but backward-looking in 
his poetry?) 

All together, our edition includes everything contributed by, 
and concerning, Richard Jameson Morgan that was published 
in Florida Magazine in 1902. 

With that, enjoy! 


A MANY-SIDED MAN 


Florida Magazine — September 1902 


We have produced in this magazine the portraits of politicians, 
financiers, and men prominent in their professions and lines 
of work. We present in this issue a many-sided man and one 
who has achieved success in more different lines than perhaps 
any other citizen of the state. 

Mr. Richard Jameson Morgan has become known to our 
readers as a polished and versatile writer, his latest contribution 
to these columns being The Iron Republic which is running in 
current issues. Mr. Morgan has the entrée” to the great peri- 
odicals of the country and is at present engaged in bringing 
out several books, the results of his labors for some years past. 
But, while he has achieved success in literature in the sense of 
doing good work and getting good pay for it, he seems to have 
found time for many other things as well. For years he has been 
a hardworking newspaper man and in this line has gained a 
reputation as one among the most incisive editorial writers, and 
by far the most original humorist in the south. He is also a pop- 
ular lecturer on scientific, literary, and economic subjects, has 
appeared before the most cultured audiences north and south, 


[1] In this context: the right to enter or join. 
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and is in demand as a star attraction at Chautauquas”! and 
before learned bodies where his services are secured. He has 
many times been pressed by friends to devote himself entirely 
to the lecture platform, but says he cannot spare the time. 

Heis a diligent student, a classical scholar, and his work on 
antiquities and Biblical research have attracted attention. As an 
Egyptologist he is a recognized authority. He has also been a 
valuable contributor to the literature of the lost races of America, 
and his researches in that line have been extensive. 

In addition to these things Mr. Morgan is a thorough 
mechanic and an inventor. His latest success in this line is the 
“New Century” printing press which he has perfected within 
the past year or two and which is now being manufactured 
by the Mugge-Morgan Co. at Tampa where they have a fine 
manufacturing establishment and turn out a complete printing 
press a day. 

Mr. Morgan’s inventions include printing presses, a 
telegraphic apparatus, a telegraphic writing apparatus, type- 
writer and matrix making machine, and an electrical express 
and mail delivery scheme, besides a number of mechanical 
movements and minor articles of utility. 

So much for the subject of this sketch. The purpose of it is 
to point a moral as well as adorn a tale. This man whose life 
has been so full of labor and purpose was left an orphan at 
two years of age and has been on his own resources ever since 
he can remember. Without opportunities for an education in 
his youth, he has taken care of himself ever since he was large 
enough to carry a hoe to the cotton field, has educated himself, 
reared an accomplished family, and is yet but in the prime life 
and intellectual vigor. With it all he is a quiet modest citizen, 
content to take the lowest seat at feast or synagogue, and his 


[2] Chautauqua is an adult education and social movement that spread throughout 
rural America and peaked in popularity in the late 19th and early 20th centuries, bring- 
ing entertainment and culture to communities, with speakers, teachers, musicians, 
showmen, preachers, and specialists of the day. 
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neighbors know him only as an unassuming worker and a 
burner of midnight oil. 

Such an example ought to be an inspiration to young men 
everywhere and illustrates the possibilities of this great, free 
country to the poorest boy who tackles the problem of life 
seriously and with a determination to win. 


AH THE DAYS. 


Richard Jameson Morgan 


Far o’er the meadow land 
Bright golden bars 
Upshooting, wide expand, 
Out go the stars 


Life’s vast and might train 
With new impulse, 
Blindly presses on again, 
With what results? 


Hearts beat with passion strong 
Ambitions high, 
Then break. Ah, hapless throng 
Surge madly by. 


What hath the days in store 
Above days past? 

A sigh, a tear, a sorrow mote, 
Darkness at last! 


Far o’er the meadow land 
Pale amber bars, 

Fade e’en as they expand. 
Out come the stars. 


THEM SWEET OLD DAYS. 


Richard Jameson Morgan 


Them sweet old days come back unbid, 
Inwove with good and ill; 

And like ther old grey mule I rid 
Each Saterday ter mill, 

Linger an’ buck an’ bulk behind 
Instid of trottin’ out o’ mind 


I well remember how ther corn 
Wuz shelled ther night before, 
An’ in ther bright an’ dewy morn 
I wuz started from the door 
With “ride up Billy git thar soon 
An’ try ter be back home by noon!” 


But ’twa’nt no use. That summer day 
Slipt by jest like a dream, 
And, as oft before, “I lost my way,” 
Or “raly it did seem 
That folks from all the country round 
Hed got thar first to have thern ground!” 


But one day, (ah, this thread of ill, 
Is wove in mem’ry’s net;) 

A squint eyed boy wuzat ther mill 
An’ after we had met, 


We hitched an’—then I seen blame soon 
Thet I could git back home by noon 


An’ ever after the fateful day 
I met that squint eyed kid, 
I never seemed to lose my way 
No matter what I rid, 
An’ whether startin’ late or soon, 
Wuz shore ter git back home by noon! 


J. E. Barrington Captain Brent 


Captain Brent’s ship Wanderer as she appeared on her return. 
Photographed at Tampa. 


* 


With this number begins the remarkable narrative of Mr. J. E. 
Barrington, entitled The Iron Republic. It may be unnecessary 
for the Magazine to disclaim any responsibility for the truth 
of this extraordinary story. The writer claims to have absolute 
and demonstrable evidence of the truth of the article on board 
his vessel now lying in Tampa Bay, but we have not had the 
opportunity to inspect these proofs. 

It is only fair to Mr. Barrington to say that he invites the 
public to come aboard his ship and see for themselves. Either 
as fact or fiction itis a rare story and presents an ideal of society 
and government that will make the average reader long to bea 
citizen of the newly discovered Iron Republic. 
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Dear Sir: Since the visit of your representative to my vessel, 
I have thought over the matter and decided to respond to 
your invitation to give an account of my strange adventures 
for the benefit of your readers. I write the narrative for your 
magazine because you have been kind enough to ask for it 
and because your interest and consideration is in marked 
contrast to that of other editors who have treated me with 
positive discourtesy, refusing to accept the statement of my 
experiences seriously. I am well aware that much of what 
I shall relate will appear incredible, and doubtless the whole 
story will be set down by many as a purely fanciful creation, like 
the fictions produced by Bellamy"! and other theorists within 
the past few years. 

About this matter, though I give myself no concern, as the 
many incontrovertible proofs, documentary and otherwise, 
which I have on board, will when presented to the proper 
authorities, receive the recognition of the government in due 


[1] Edward Bellamy (1850-1898) was an American author, journalist, and political 
activist most famous for his 1888 utopian novel Looking Backward: 2000-1887. 
Bellamy’s vision of a harmonious future world inspired the formation of numerous 
“Nationalist Clubs” dedicated to the propagation of his political ideas. 
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and proper form, as also that of geographical and scientific 
societies the world over. 

I regret that my narrative proved, and demonstrated as it will 
be, must unsettle scientific theories and make it necessary to 
reconstruct some of our schoolbooks. But while this will result 
in temporary inconvenience and shake the faith of some in the 
dicta”! of science, upon the whole the benefit will far exceed the 
injury. It is well to have our scientific theories unsettled every 
now and then, or we would become fossilized and arrogant like 
the bigots of the middle ages and oppose any further advance 
in knowledge. 

It is unnecessary to say that after my narrative has been 
accepted, the Zetetic theory of the earth as a plane will have 
to be recognized and the geographies made in conformity 
therewith."! 

In writing this history of my adventures, I wish it distinctly 
understood that I make no pretensions to literary style or abil- 
ity and my account will probably be crude and faulty in many 
respects. My only effort will be to tell around unvarnished tale 
true in every particular, for I realize that it is only in its truthful- 
ness that the story can be of any value. 

Aman whose literary efforts have been limited to lawyer’s 
briefs, few and far between, and whose supreme and most 
extended written effort was a spread eagle thesis on the science 
of politics, at the conclusion of an uneventful college career, 
cannot be expected to be a model of literary excellence. 

But to come to my story. 

In the autumn of ’94, I was enjoying a comfortable practice 
in a flourishing county town in one of the great states of the 


[2] Plural of dictum; formal, authoritative pronouncements. 

[3] Based on conclusions derived from his 1838 Bedford Level experiment, Samuel 
Birley Rowbotham (1816-1884), writing under the pseudonym “Parallax,” published 
the 1849 pamphlet titled Zetetic Astronomy, which he later expanded into the book 
Earth Not a Globe (1865), wherein he proposed the Earth is a flat plane centered at the 
North Pole and completely encircled along its outer edge by Antarctica. As Rowbotham 
explained: “The term ‘zetetic’ is derived from the Greek verb zeteo, which means to 
search or examine—to proceed only by inquiry.” 
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Middle West. I say comfortable practice, because it was one that 
entailed very little work and gave me plenty of time to devote 
to society and politics, for the latter of which I had always felt a 
strong predilection. My father had achieved some distinction as 
an officer in the Civil War and afterward rose high in the politics 
of his state. It was the opinion of many that had he entered the 
arena of politics at an earlier period in life, he might have risen 
to the very highest office in the nation. 

It has always been my desire to emulate his political career, 
and the prestige of his name with my strong inclination for 
public life, gave reasonable promise of success. Modesty for- 
bids the mention of other reasons, though I already enjoyed 
some reputation as a speaker and was regarded by politicians 
throughout the state as a fighter and a “coming man.” 

I had adopted the profession of law as nearest allied to 
politics and a brass plate bearing the name of “J. Edward Bar- 
rington, Attorney and Counselor at Law,” adorned my door, 
though I was known in political circles as Ned Barrington and 
a “live wire.” There was no great demand for my professional 
services and I was not displeased that my social and political 
popularity far outshone my professional fame. The reader will 
understand my position when I say, by way of explanation, that 
I was not dependent upon my profession for support, my father, 
who died during my last year in college, having left an ample 
fortune for a young man of my steady habits and inexpensive 
tastes. And so, at the time my story opens I may say without 
offensive egotism that I was rather a promising young man of 
twenty-four, with a clear conscience, infinite digestion, and 
(I say it modestly) a fair share of good looks. 

I was a member of the Young Men’s Christian Association, "! 
president ofa flourishing literary club and had been for a year 
past the chairman of the Republican Executive Committee of 


pist and businessman George Williams (1821-1905), with an aim to put Christian values 
into practice by developing a healthy “body, mind, and spirit.” 
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our county. I was also a leading spirit in a local Temperance 
Society®! and was supposed to have considerable influence 
with the better elements of society in the town and county. 
I had never been a candidate for any office, but was a worker 
in my party, content to wait for my time. Iam thus particular in 
these uninteresting details, because on them hinged the events 
that changed the whole course of my life, and gave me an expe- 
rience that will, in all probability, make my name as familiar 
in future generations as that of Galileo'® or Columbus." The 
campaign of 94 was a particularly heated one. “Fatty” Burkheit, 
a notorious dive keeper, had been nominated by the Republi- 
can Party as the candidate for Congress from our district and 
a wave of indignation swept over the country. Meetings were 
held, several of which I addressed, and this action of the party 
was condemned on all sides. The district was Republican by a 
large majority, but many life-long Republicans declared that 
they would never vote for such a candidate. 

The Democratic Convention had nominated “Buck” Magee, 
an expired fighter, of a reputation so unsavory that the alterna- 
tive of voting for the opposition candidate was not to be thought 
of. 

One evening in September, I was sitting before a comfort- 
able fire in my library reading the evening paper, when my 
office boy announced a party of gentlemen. Supposing it was 
some members of the executive committee come to talk over 
the political situation, or a party of friends to enjoy a rubber"! 


5] The American Temperance Society (ATS), also known as the American Society for 
the Promotion of Temperance, promoted abstention from drinking distilled alcohol 
or hard liquor, though beer and wine was permitted. 

6] Galileo di Vincenzo Bonaiuti de’ Galilei (1564-1642) was an Italian astronomer, 
physicist and engineer and has been called the “father” of observational astronomy, 
modern physics, the scientific method, and modern science. 

7| Christopher Columbus (1451-1506) was an Italian explorer and navigator who 
completed four voyages across the Atlantic Ocean leading to the first known European 
contact with the Caribbean, Central America, and South America. 


8] In this context: a contest consisting of a series of successive matches. 
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of whist,"! I had them ushered in. To abbreviate this part of 
my story as much as possible, it transpired that these gentle- 
men were members of the Democratic Committee and came 

with a proposition to cast the bulk of their party vote for me if 
I would permit myselfto be brought forward as an independent 
candidate. They pointed out that the respectable element of the 

Republican Party demanded a candidate that it could vote for, 
and that with this vote and the support I would get from the 

Democratic Party, my election was assured. Itis not necessary 
to dwell upon the details of that conference. Suffice it to say that 
the interest was so great and their reasoning so cogent"! that 

I consented in the interest of morality and good government, to 

lead the movement. It seemed to be the providential opening 

to a great career, and when, in the enthusiasm occasioned by 
my acquiescence," the four gentlemen (who seemed to be 

men of wealth, ) shook hands with me and with each other and 

pledged a thousand dollars apiece in support of the campaign 

against corruption, I could do no less than hand them a check 

for a like amount. 

This part of my narrative may be tiresome reading but it is 
a part of the story and in telling a story as in solving a prob- 
lem, there is nothing like having all the factors stated at the 
beginning. 

I will pass over the exciting events of that campaign; the 
speeches I made, the letters received, commending, warning, 
threatening even; the abuse heaped upon me by members of 
my own party, is all a part of the political history of the district. 
Up to the last week of the campaign, it seemed that my election 
was certain. 


[9] Acard game similar to bridge, and originally called whisk (from “whisking away” 
the cards after each hand), played by two pairs of players using a full deck in which the 
last card dealt indicates trump, tricks of four cards are played, and a point is scored for 
each trick over six won by each team. 

[10] Clear, logical, and convincing. 

[11] Reluctant acceptance or agreement without protest. 
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A few days before the election I was waited upon by a 
committee of “workers,” with a letter of introduction from 
the chairman of the Democratic Committee, which stated 
that the support of these gentlemen was absolutely essential 
to my success at the polls. After reading the letter, I turned 
to the party, which had remained standing and asked what 
I could do for them. Taking the stub of a cigar from his mouth 
and squirting a lot of tobacco juice on my carpet, the leader a 
big-nosed Dutchman, made two or three awkward attempts 
to speak and finally blurted out something like the following: 

“dots all right cabding, you dond vanst ter ged lefd at der pallot 

box. Goot! Id dakes monish der make der mare drot. See? Ve 
vill gif you der subbort of der zaloon geepers for ten thousant 
tollars vich buts you in gongress vare you can makes id back 
on one vode. See? You puts oop der ten thousant ter shwing 
der vode ant goes to gongress; You dond put oop und sthays 
ter hoom. Und now vich is it?”"! 

And replacing the cigar stub in his mouth and putting his 
arms akimbo,"*! he looked for the world like a fiery fat jug with 
a handle on both sides. To say that I was astonished does not 
express it. I was utterly dumbfounded. The appearance of the 
men in my house had been an insult and when the vile propo- 
sition was made, it was more than I could endure and without 
standing on the quality of my English, I turned them summarily 
out of doors. 

The balance is soon told. The Democrats voted solidly 
for their candidate as it was intended they should, and as 
I drew about fifty percent of the Republican vote, a Democrat 
was elected to Congress for the first time in the history of our 
district. 

[12] Deciphered: “That’s all right, captain, you don’t want to get left at the ballot box. 
Good! It takes money to make the mare trot. See? We will give you the support of the 
saloon keepers for ten thousand dollars, which puts you in Congress where you can 


make it back on one vote. See? You put up the ten thousand to swing the vote and go 
to Congress; you don’t put up and stay at home. And now which is it?” 


[13] With hands on hips and elbows bent outward. 
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I learned afterward that if I had paid the ten thousand dol- 
lars it would in no wise"! have affected the result. The money 
I did advance was not used in furthering my candidacy at all 
and the whole scheme was a device to divide and defeat the 
Republican Party in the district. 

The morning after the election, I was the most universally 
hated man in the state. I was abused, ridiculed, cartooned. 
Life-long friends turned their backs upon me as a man who 
had sacrificed principle and sold himself in the vain hope of 
gratifying an inordinate political ambition. Some of those even, 
who had supported my candidacy, shook their heads dubiously 
and said there had been selling somewhere! 

This, with the natural mortification I felt at having been used 
as a cat’s paw"! and defeated, thus cutting off prematurely 
my anticipated political career, made existence a burden and 
I determined to leave forever the scene of my disgrace. 

But where could I go? My name was familiar from one end 
of the country to the other, even my features, from a half-page 
cartoon in a New York paper representing me as a cat’s paw 
pulling out of the fire a most self-satisfied looking chestnut, 
which revealed the countenance of the successful Democratic 
candidate. After some bitter reflection, I decided to convert my 
property into money, and purchase a vessel large enough and 
strong enough to bear me beyond the confines of civilization, 
for only there did I feel that I could escape from the scorn of 
my fellowmen. 

My eventful voyage, my discovery of the “Iron Republic” 
with its remarkable government and industrial conditions, my 
residence on this hitherto unknown continent, and study of 
its wonderful advancement in civilization and the arts of life, 
I will give an account of to the best of my ability in this narrative, 


[14] “In no wise” is an archaic phrase meaning: not at all. 


[15] An idiom derived from the fable “The Monkey and the Cat” by French fabulist 
Jean de La Fontaine (1621-1695), meaning a person who is exploited by another to 
carry out an unpleasant or dangerous task. 
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which I trust may be as interesting as it is true. In the meantime 
the people of Jacksonville are welcome on board my vessel at all 
times, where they will be at liberty to inspect the many articles 
of interest which I brought from the land which lies beyond the 
ice barriers of the Antarctic Circle. 
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I am well aware that much of what I shall relate will appear incredible, and 
doubtless the whole story will be set down by many as a purely fanciful 
creation, like the fictions produced by Bellamy and other theorists within the 
past few years. 

I regret that my narrative proved, and demonstrated as it will be, must 
unsettle scientific theories and make it necessary to reconstruct some of our 
schoolbooks. But while this will result in temporary inconvenience and 
shake the faith of some in the dicta of science, upon the whole the benefit 
will far exceed the injury. It is well to have our scientific theories unsettled 
every now and then, or we would become fossilized and arrogant like the 
bigots of the middle ages and oppose any further advance in knowledge. 

It is unnecessary to say that after my narrative has been accepted, the 
Zetetic theory of the earth as a plane will have to be recognized and the 
geographies made in conformity therewith. 
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Richard Jameson Morgan (1850-1906). was a pioneering American | 
newspaperman, Congregationalist minister, lecturer, and author based | 
in Florida, where he edited and published the Sub-Peninsula Sun and | 
St. Petersburg Times (now Tampa Bay Times) newspapers. In 1902, : 
Florida Magazine serialized his sci-fi novella that recounts the j journey 
—presented as fact—of J. Edward Barrington's 1890s sea passage 
through the Antarctic ice wall where he discovers The Iron Republic, — 
an ultramodern and technologically advanced utopian society. "Either 
as fact or fiction, it isa rare story and presents an ideal of society and 
government that will make the average reader long ie) be a citizen of 
the newly discovered Iron REbupue: 


“A polished and versatile writer.’ aS Rae aWnira bic san 
—FLorIDA MAGAZINE Il ) | | 
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